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Is the peace neither of The Tempest^ nor of the Second
Part of Faust, in When We Dead Awaken.
It was to be his last gift to the world. In March
1900, he had a stroke, which was followed by a more
severe one In the January of the following year. His
life slowly ebbed, and he died on May 23rd, 1906.
Henrik Ibsen was not a happy mortal, in spite of a
success and a world fame such as have come to few
men in modern times. On all his work lies the stamp
of an eternal dualism, an unceasing spiritual conflict.
Truth and the lie; the deed and the dream; the
spirit and the flesh; Hellenism and Christianity;
the joy of life and the abnegation of life. Faced with
these oppressing, insoluble enigmas, which thwarted
him at every step like the great " Bojg" of Peer
Gynt, he was never able to fight through—as did
Goethe—to serenity and peace. Nor could he be
simply happy ; the great joy of life, for which he so
passionately craved, always escaped him. And It
was just this passionate craving which formed the
innermost kernel of his work—" the sun, the sun,
give me the sun! "—and the deep personal tragedy
of his life. He had believed—passionately believed—
in his calling; and, like Brand, he had sacrificed
everything to it. He had shut himself off from the
world, closed his door on friends and outside
sympathies and affections, to pursue that calling in
lonely singleness of heart. He had refused to tread
the primrose path of simple happiness; had taken
the austere way of the fulfilment of a duty which he
felt laid upon his genius. But then came, in these
later years, the moment when the terrible question
presented itself to him, in all its gaunt nakedness ;
cui bono? Should I not have been wiser to write
pleasant dramas for the million, instead of enigmatic
tragedies dwelling on the sores and failures of modern
civilization? Why not have built comfortable
dwelling-houses, instead of austere churches; have
contributed to the greater happiness of mankind,
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